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RATES 0 ADVERTISING.

Ono square (16 lines or lom) 3 weeks, 8100
“ " pach sucoseding weok, 25
One fourth Column, | Yeur, #20.00
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Pusiness Oards, 5 lines or loss, 2.00
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aflice
Yonrly advortivers will be ontitlod (o a eard in the
Duriness Directory gratis

JOB PRINTING.

Connected will the Courier sffice lse Newand Bx-
teosive Jon Prixrive Estastasmmesy, wherein Plaio
and Ornamental Printing'of every deseription will
he dane in the latest and mast fushionable style

Patromage ia solioiied. GEO. F. LEWIS

Post OfMce Notlee.
MAILS ARRIVE.

Eastern Mails dnily at 6 P. M.
Portemouls & Bay City mall daily nt 6P M
Way mail from Flint daily at 12) P. M.
Vowsar & Tuscola. mall semi-weokly,
Tuesday nnd Fridays.
Snglnaw City mail daily st 2. P M.
MATILS CLOSKE.
Eastorn mails daily ot 8 1. M
Portsmouth & Ty City daliy st 7 A M.
Way mail o Flint dailyat 1 P, M
Voamar & Tuseols, Setnl-weekly mnil Mondays and
Tharsdays ot | P M.
inaw City Mail daily at 12 M
w honrs from 7 A. M. to 12§ P. M, and from

1P M to 8§ . M
G. G, MESS, . M.
East SBaginaw, August 4, 1839
W. L. P. LITTLE & CO,,
Bankers and Exchange Brokers, buy and sell Fx-
change, Bank Notes, CGoll and Silver, &o. Wil
1In| prompt attention to Collactions, and romit
drafls at current rates.  Taxes paid for non-resi-
denis, and all matters connoctod with s Land Agen-
oy promplly attended 1o EAST SAGINAW
W. L. SHERMAN,.
Exchange Office, will buy and sall Notes, Mortgnges,
Dieafts, ke, and uncurrent money ALl eollections

Emtnp-ﬂy attended to. Offise nt Ruy Cityy Hay
ounty, Michigan BAY CITY

WEBBER & WHEELER,
Atforneys ind Counsellors ot Law and Salicitors in
Chancery, Agents for buying and selling Lands,
ying Tuzes, de. Ofieo, comer of Water uni
enmer ol ooty FAST BAGINAW,
BYRON B, BUCKHOLUT,
Whaolemals and Retail dealerin English and American
Hardware, Caltery, Iron, Agrienltoral Implements
Btoves, Copper, Tin aad Shotst Iron Ware, &e
Drick Bloek SAST BEAGINAW

TMANVEY JOasiaws
A v and Co lor at Law and Solicltor in
Chancery. Office in the Enterprise boilding up
e EAST BAGINAW
' CURTIS, BLISS & OO,
Whelessle and Retall dealers in Dy Goode, Grose-
ries, Crockery, Clothing, Hats, Cape, ke
EAST BAGINAW
TTESE BRO, & O,
DPealers in Drugs and Madicines
ke ke Oppewite Brick Fotel,
EAST EANINAW
HLMARKRS,
Dealer in Hate, Capr, Furs and Skine, Meady Mado
Clothing, Glovos, &o.  Opposite Tirick [atel,
LB = S ~ EAST SAGINAW
MERNIHON & BRON.
Will attend to the Purchase, Shipment and Tnspes-
tion of Lumber on Saginaw River. Pomt Office
1

Patent Meodicines

Addross EAST SAGINAW
JABEZ G. SOUTHERLAND,
Attormey and Counsellor at Law," and Proctor in
Admiralty SAGINAW CITY.

JAMES BIRNEY.

Altorney and Counseolior at Law, Solivitor in Chanes-

ry, and Notary Publie, BAY CITY.
MOORE & GAYLORD,

Altornoys  and Conmsellors at Law, Solivitors in

C &2 Offiesgin the Conrt House
BAGINAW OITY.
G, W, BULLOCK,

Dealer in Dry Goody, Groeerion, Crockory, Handware,
Cutlery, Boots and Shees, Clothing, &+, Hamillon
Etreet, BAGINAW CITY

[ 1 E AN,

Attornay and Counsollor al Law, Soliclior and Coun-
sollor in Uhanvery, Commissioner fur the Suate of
Now York. Office over Wateon's Store

BAY CITY.
. %, PENOY Ry

Attorney and Counsellor at Law, Land, Tax, and
Collecting Agent. Otfice in the Court Mouse,

- BAGINAW CITY.
WILLIAM L, SHERMAN,
Practitionsr al Law, in all the Conrts of the State

of Michigan. All business carefully attended to
BAY CITY.

T WOODWORTIl & WILNON,

Attorneys and Counssllors at Law, Land and Tax
Paying Agents, MIDLAND CITY.
- WILLIAM 1. WEBBER,
Dolted States Commbssioner for the Distriot of Mich-
igan, OM EAST SAGINAW,

o6,
_E;mliliﬁﬁaﬁ & ROBINSON.,

Attornoys & Connselltre. EAST BAGINAW.
- - - ‘i!d.
Atlorney snd Counsollor st Law, and Sollciter in
Chancrey ; also Dand snd Tax ,\ml.
EAST BAGINAW,
AMBROTY PES.

Fmaﬂ‘. HAVING FITTED UP ROOMS
“4 over Banbarn & Tacker's Provision Store, i now

propared to take Ambroi in superior style, and
put them up in MWMI::I Jumt mmi.v«lrlrv :‘3:.

press.  Good plotures taken as low s FIFTY CENTS

NOTICE.
INDERTED T0 U'S EITIER ON NOTHR

or aro requested to eall and sortda the
rame without o e wo nro determined to elose nll
mscounts. onr Lovma aro Canh,
COPELAND & DARTOW.
Eagt faginaw, June 11, 1850,

ARGE BOX ETOVES FOIL STORES, ECHOOL
&, warraniod nul to crack or bronk in
one yoar's fulr usage. HESE & BRO,
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Science of Things Familinr,

Why is rain water soft? DBecause it is
not impregnated with earth and minerals.

Why is it more casy to wash with soft
water than with hard? DBecanse soft
water unites freely with soap and dis-
solves it, “instead of decomposing it os
hard water does.

Why do wood ashes make hard water
soft? Ist, Because the carbonic acid of
wood ashes combines with the sulphate
of lime in the hard water, and converts
it into chalk; 2d, wood ashes alsn convert
some of the soluble salts of water into in-
soluble, and throw them down us a sedi-
ment by which the water remains more

ure,

Why hLas rain water such an unpleas-
ant smell when it is eollected in a rain
tub or tank? Becanse it is impregmated
with decomposed organie matters washed
from the roofs trees or the casks in which
it is collected.’

How does blowing hot foods make them
eool? It causes the air which has been
heated by food to change more rapidly,
and give place to fresh cold air.

Why do ladies fan themselves in hot
weather? That fresh particles of air may
be brought in contact with their face by
the action of the fan; and as every fresh
ialn‘liu“!.' of air absorbs some heat from the
gkin, this constant change makes them
cool,

Does a fan ¢ool the air? No, it makes
the air hotter, by imparting to it the heat
from our face; but it cools onr face by
translerring its heat to the air.

Why is there always a strong draft un-
der the door and throngh the erevices on
each side? DBeecanse cold air rushes from
the hall to supply the void in the room
caused by the eseape of warm air up the
chimney, &e.

Why is there always a strong dreaft
through the key hole of a door?  Because
the air in the room we occupy is warmer
than the air in the hall; therefore the air
from the ball rushes through the key hole
into the room, and causes a draft.

Why i there always a dralt throngh
the window erevices? Pecause the
ternal nir, being ecolder than the air of
the room we ocenpy, rushes thrul:f,:h the
window ereviees to '"I‘Pl," the rlr'lu‘irlin‘}-
aused by the eseapo of the warm air up
chimney,

Ii you open the lower sash of a window
thereis more draft than if yon open the
noner snsh.  Weplainthe reason of this. I
the lawer cash be o, the ol esstanatl

eX-

' 1 . .
air will rush freely into the room and canse

o great draft inward; butif the upper sash
be open, the heated air of the room rash
es out, and, of course, thore will be less
draft inwand,

Why is aroom best vontillated by open-
ing the upper =ash? Because the hot
vitinted air, which always ascends towards
the ceiling, can escape more easily.

DBy which means is a hot room maore
quickly cooled—by opening the upper or
lower sash? A hot room 18 cooled more
quickly by opening thelower sash, heeanso |
the outer air can enter more frecly into
the lower part of the room where it is
(‘u]n]n"r.

Why does the wind dry damp linon®—
Beeause dry wind, like a dry sponge, im-
Libes the particles of vapor from the sur-
face of the linen as fast as they are form-
ed,

Which is the hottest place in church
or chapel? 'The gallery,

Why is the gallery of all pnblie places
hotter than the lower parts of the build-
ings? Because the heated airof the build.
ing ascends, and all the cold air which
can enter through the doors and windows
keops to the floor till it has become heat-
ed—Seintific American,

L Lo

Wearner Wispon.—"The late Mar-
shal Bugeaud,” says the Emancipation, of
Brussels, “when only a. captain, during
the Spanish campaign under Napoleon
L., once read in a manuseript which, by
ehance fell into his hands, that, from ob-
servations made in England and Florence,
during the period of filty years, the fol-
lowing respecting the weather had been
proved to lu'rid true. “Eleven times ont
of twelve the weather remains the same
during the whole moon asit is on the fitth
day, if it continues unchanged over the
sixth day; and nine times out of twelve
like the fourth day, if the sixth resemblos
the fourth.” From 1815 to 1830, M.
Bogeand devoted his attention to agri-
culture; and, guided by the law just men-
tioned, avoided the losses in hay time and
vintage which many of his neighbors ex-

rienced. 'When Governor of Algiers,
10 nevered entered on a campaign until
after the sixth day of the moon. His
neighbors at Excidenil, and his lieuten.
ants in Algiers, would often exelaim,
“How lucky he is in the weather!"—
What they recorded as a mere chanee,
was the result of observation. In count-
ing the fourth and sixth days, he was
partieular in beginning from the oxact
time of the new moon, and added three-
quarters of an hour for ench day for the

greater length of the lunar, as compared
With-the solar day.” ' .

Nothing is entirely lost. The drop of
water that is spilt, the fragment of paper
which is burnt, the plant iﬂ rois in the
ground, all that perishes and is forgotten
equally secks the atmosphere, and all is
there rved, and thenee returned, to
fructify the earth, or for some other pur-

Many a fool runs into society to run
away from himself; but ifothers run away
from him instanly he gets offonded; and
yet it strikes us that the latter are oaly

following the good example that had
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Sclected Pocten,
\;iul Ar;uie: W_Ilhl_m;ln“ lud-“:llllllll‘.
BT N O, OWILPE.
What argufies whimpering snd whining,
11 fute and hard luek still regrettingt

No good's «'vr ankieved by repdning
And your furtune's the worse for your frotting

If the workd treats you badly, keep eool
Lat bt kenow thit bt doals with s man
Your whimpering but stamps you s fool,

And leaves you Just wher you bogan.

A fig for all Tnek good or 1]
For fartune and fate are bt trash
You opn dig your own road if yon will,
Aud pave (L with hooors and cash

Then up, my beave fellow, and nt 11
Irare the warld, hard fortnne and sl
If & troubsle arlses, combal i,
And drive svery care 1o the wall

For what argufies whimpering and whiningt
N0 Yubeke i Biard fade w0l Pegrelting,
Bloce o goodd e @' or graitied by repining,
Lot chillidron and fouls do the fretting
T
A MOTHERS LOVE —DBY FINLEY JOHUNSON
0, thore I still within this world
A brillinut, fadebess light,
Whieh, like a sinr, shines throagh the ciouds
OF sorrow's darkest night
Which hovers round our pathway here,
Wherever wo may rove;
It iw be Hlght refleoted from
A mother's holy love

There Is a baon —a blossod hoon —
U otor un pbsrtals given,
Whiah glven us hete n foretaste of

T llr heaven;
Al wihe arms of sorrow rise,
And el W dnrk above,

It Huoger d us to the basl;
That boon—a mother's love

*Tin true that oft sur foolsteps roam,
Through plemsure's Sow'ry mazo,
Al war forget the thes of hame,
In sin's deceliful wayas
Yot there's o charm tio lure na baok,
Lik @ g Weary dove
™ ..;g-uw and heantiful,
Is n mothers holy love.
S —
James Swlth, sithor of “Rejeetod
hine & desoriptive power eqaal (o some of
Here in n

Desenirrive
Addrenecs,
tha racy poets of the seventeruth oetilury,
sampile

The mitt-wheel's frorn in the siream,
The chiurch ls decked with holly |

Mistletoe hangs from the Kitehon boam,
To fright sway melaneholy;

I=ivton clink in the milkmaid's pail,
Younkers skate oy I

Blackbirds porah on
Aud bark, how th

winds Wlow.

There goos the Baulre to shoot st anipe,
Huore rune Diek to fetch o log;
You'd swear his broath was tho smoke of a pipe

Iy the frosty morning fog

Tliwlige 1s bir the ‘I‘.—v fur the kine,
Ol ol you wgh ne they go |

The toutid re )
And hark, e

How |

MALCOLM WARREN;
The ©ld Man's Lesson,

Maleolp, I wonlda't o ot panicht,
vome, siay with me this evening,

‘Not this evening, Alice. Thave prom-
ised to meet some friends this evening,
and mnst kl'np my word, 1 will be at
lome in good season.”

‘I had hoped that T should have your
company. Come, why can't yon try amnd
see if 1 cannot make yon as happy as
those companions whomn you are to meet?
Just this onee, Malcolm, O, this once !

‘No, no, Alice; 1 am going out.—
What—crying! Now what's the use of
that?  Can't a fellow go out once a while
without leaving a erying wife ¥

‘I can’t help it Maleolm. DBut here,
kiss mo before you o'

Thus spoke Maleolm Warren and his
yvoung wife. Maleolm was a young man,
twenty-seven years of age, and a earpen-
tor by trade. His wife was one of the
sweetest dispositioned girls in town, and
she made one of the best wives. She
loved her husband with all the energy of
her pure soul, and she know that she was
loved in hieart. Hor two children, a boy
and girl, often saw her shed tears when
they were alone with her in the snug lit
tle sitting-room, and the boy was old
enougrh to ask what made his mother ery,
but she dared not tell him,

Maleolm Warren owned the little cot-
tage in which he lived, and he had paid
for it all out of his own hard earnings,
while Alice had borne her own share of
the burden, by purchasing all the furni-
tare.  Mualealm was stout and an exeel-
lent workman, and had never yet seen
the hour when bhe needed to lay idle for
the want of work. A bettor-hearted
youth lived not in the town, and when
he took the gentle Alice for his wife,
there was many a fair maiden whoss Lo
som gave place to a kindly envy, They
would not have wobbed Alice of ho
rrizv; but they only hoped that their own
ot might be as fortanate.  'Why, then,
should a cloud come npon that honse ?—
Why should Alice weep? Ab, for the
game reasgon that thousands of our fairest
daughters wept. For the same reason
that hot tears are over crying out their
silent appeals for moroy ; tears that run
until they make o flood that fairly shricks
as it rolls over our land.

Malcolm Warren had a high social na.
ture — his sociely was prized by all who
could secure it—and he had been indulg-
ing in the false smilos of the wine-oup.
For the last year he had been allowing
his appetite to pain strength, At first
it was only an ‘ocoasional glass,’ then ‘a
glass or so onee in a while, and then
‘one or two glasses a day.’ Bat lately he
had gono so far as to spond his eamings
away from howe, and for nearly two
months past hie had spent all lis money
with his jovial companions. Alice saw
nll this, and she knew full well where it
wonld end if it was not stopped, 8he
knew her husband's nature, and she
knew how surely he was fallen.  She had
whispered to him her fears, and ha had
tried to lnugh them off as idle whims.—
She had prayed to Lim to stop the fatal
career while he yet had strength, but he
had been offended becanse she would
think that he would ever bocome a drunk-
nrd, Bo Alice was afraid to speak all
her fears,  Yet she saw with a clear oye
all that was eoming. Bhe saw the broad
road upon which hor beloved was travel
ing, and her heart was aching. She

been set them in the first instance by
the fool himsell, j

knew that even now want was staring

a1 et

them in the face! It was antomn, and
she had asked Malcolm for woney to
buy warmer clothes for hersell and chil-
dren, and he had nons to give her.  Only
o day before he had bronght home a
bucketful of flonr, instead of sending
home a barrel, as he used to do,
carnied money and where wos it 7 Alas!
poor Alice knew too well Maleolm’s face,
und she knew that its manly beauty was
slowly but surely wearing away. The
large blue eyes were growing dim,
bleared and bloodshot;the once fair checks
were becoming swollen and bloated; and
his lips looked dry and grackeld. No
wonder she knelt down b.\‘ her bedside
and prayed,

It was now Saturday evening, and
Malcolm was going onl, He
moct somo friends, and Alice knew that
he was to meet them at the tavern.
|Ill-l worked unl_\' three lin_\'-\ the P«'~l w-‘r|.‘
and he had the pay for these three days’
work in his pocket. The money was
needed at home, but where wonld it be
on the merrow ¥

Maleolm! O, do not wholly forget
your fond loving Alice, when you are
gullf'.'

But Malcolm did not answer, He
kissed her not as he used to o, but kiss-
ed her merely because shie asked him to,
and then left his cottage. After he lind
gone Alice sat down and wept. Bhe
could not help it.  Hor darling boy erept
by her side, and placed his arms about her
neck, He asked no Quentians, but he
asked her not to ory. His little mind

l'u]:amit}’. It must have heen vaguo,
but it was clear enongh to prevent him
from forcing the dread thoughts upon his
mother, Onee he asked her not
to ery, and then his own little heart
burst, and mother and chilid wept, This
was another drop in the poor woman's
eup of aftliction. O, how palpablo must
now be the husband's course, when even

maore

danger! Rut she could only clasp and
pray more fervently.  And the little boy

‘Amen'

It was a clear, cool evening, anil as
.‘!l{]ll'l']hl \\‘nrrl n ht"]'l""i ouE imto l:'li.'
glrect, he to shake [ a%
thougl e would shake off the influ
of the | ho But
gould not wl '|!_\ drive from hig mind the
tearful conntgnance of hiefond el o
W wige CUi 1o the Joak of
carnest, simple anguish he had notioed
npon the face of the ohild, Yrt he trimd
||'I orush  the thll‘ﬂ_’lit" that were thus
springing into life.  ‘Pook! said he, as
the image of his wife foreed itsell upon
hig; ‘it's only a little fun and frolic.—
Whose is it?
with vou nonsense,’

A thus speaking, the young hushand
and fther closed his hands as though he
would™ hold upon the feclings ho had |
tried to repross, and then he hasten- |
e on. At length he reached the tavern
ancd here ho found Lis companions.  The
laugh and the joke commeneced, and ere
long Maleolm forgot all about his home.
He sat in the bar-room, and his sharp
wit made food for much merriment, i

‘Who says there's dangoer in the howl? |
cried a young man, as he raised the glass
to his lips, "

It's the raven's croak” said another of |
his eomponions, ‘Here's soviusion to]
the idea.’

‘Good! exelaimed Maleolmm Warren,
poising his glass, ‘Poison in the bowl? |
Nonsense! Look st old Undle _\dnm.l.
now. He's been used to it all hia life-
time, and here be is the oldest man in
in town.  Come, here's to Unele Adam!!

The person to whom Maleolm had thus
alluded was an old, white-haired man,
who stood at the bar with a glass of rum
in his hand.  His name was Adam Stan- |
ford, and almost ninety years had rolled |
over Lis head. His form was bent, and |
his limbs trembled, but still he lived, and
his mind was yet clear. He heard the |
remark which the young earpenter had
made, and having set down his untoneh-
ed lignor, he turned and gazed apon the
vouthiful speaker, Ie knew Maleolm |
Warren well, |

‘Malcolm,' he said, ‘came-with ma.—
Come alone, for 1 alone would speak
with yon. Come!

There was something very deep and |
meaning in the old man's voice, and as
he turned toward the door, Maleolm arose |
Lo fn"ﬂ“‘.

‘Detain him not,’ said Adam, as some
of his companions sought to hinder him.

‘Why should I go with yon? le
ll-“h"r].

“T'o please an old man. T mean to do
you no harm, Maleolm, Come,'

Passing out of the door they moved
across the street. Near was the village
churchyard, and thither he bent his stops,
Arriving at the gate, he passed in—
When Maleolm hesitated to enter, the
old man siid ;

‘Come, follow me,’

Maloolm went, and soon they stood
within the village churcheyarl] And |
this white-haired guide was the sexton, |
who for more then sixty years had made
those beds for the ehildren of fmmortali-
ty, The palo moon shed its heams npon
the place, and the chill air sighed mourn-
fully among the weeping willows that
grew by the hedge. The gravestones
stood liin speetres among the fadod grasy
and bere and there srose a white monu-
ment, like some more powerful spirit
that watched the sanctity of the place.
Maleolm Warren,” spoke the old man,
in n voige so deep thot it seomed almost
to come from one of the neighboring
graves, ‘not long sinee you pointed Lo
me a8 an example of how long a man
might live who smilod a winn

[ v:]:--] Li:u*"

I lace Whs :- avit i, lier

fonda

business

He |

was o |

I'I‘ |

seemoed to have some idea of the coming |

the prattling child “saw and knew the |

when his mother had done praying, said, |

Giet out with |

| followed Napn!

| wayside,

outlived all my companions, and yet as
{one who had always quaffed ot the mtox-
[cating bowl. Perhaps yon spoke truly,
but you did not speak the whale trath,
for the whole teith you did not know,
{and T have brought vou here to whisper
the truth into your car)

Maleolm Warren looked up into the
Lolil man's laee, sand 85 he saw how solemn
was the exprossion that rested there, he
forgot the bad company he had left be-
| hind at the tavern, and his thonglits be-
CAme serions,

| Maleolm,' resumed the sexton, ‘I ean
look back now into the past, and see a
gcorve of young men who commenced the
race of lile with me, We loved to |"|.I.I'I|
the excitement of the intoxicating cup,
anid we thought not then of the dangers
we were courting,  Years passod on, und
I saw those twenty men sink into the
arms of death, and I buried them all
here,  Mualeolmn Warren, they all sloep
drunkard’s graves! One after another |
[saw them fall, and at length 1 was el
alone of the party who were wont to as-
semble around the bar-toow fire.

A doep groan eseapoid from the young
man's lips, and ¢ shudder ran through
[his frame.

AL gome ¥ lie askedd,

Yos, all!" the old man nttered.  ‘But
this is not half, Maleolm.  Their wives
Land ehildren that died, and they, too, lie
here! O, how well 1 ean remember wlhion
I saw them standing ot the altar; and
when they turned away from the place
they were blushing brides. Bt a fow
short voars and [ bogan to gather them
into the fuld of death,  ‘Thev sank down
| with broken hearts and erushed hopes.—
[ Some of them lived to be gray-headed,but
their gray hairs eame down in sorrow to
the grave! Ree that grave there — the
one with the dark gray stone. He who
sleeps beneath that mound was onee the
happiest vouth in the village. le was
a carpenter by trade, and he built the
house in which von were born.  He used
to laugh and sing over the wine cup, and
he 1]|-.n1;_-1|t not then of harm,
[ bieard his young wile beg of him ta re
main at home with her, but he refused
lww the boon, SBhe told him that she
was ¢old and hungry, and thot her ehil-
dren needad clothing, but he heoded her
A fow short VOurs afterwards, that
L1 |I' '.w ll.l':l!'l l-'l'nl;l', ntl-l ‘-ili' '|:|‘|‘, mn] Ihl'r
! children The busband aud fethee 1
il one ould sl Tying Ly the road
side, and he was dead ! Thoese are their
eraves for 1 buried
Yon can the
yond the gray stone of the hmsband, and
those two little graves are where lie the
frozen boy amd girl!

The old man drew his sleeve aeross his
|oves to wipe away the tears, and while
lie l[l-‘l &N, -‘l'lli"'l'll l"‘“'l‘-l ]- ]u'u'i atpl
erronned mourninlly,

‘Maleolm Warren,' he said, ‘there was
full regiment of stout soldiers
on Bonaparte into Rus-
sin, There were many other regiments
also, but of this one in particnler have I
read,  Of that whole company of men,
only one solitary individuoal lived to re-
turn to the home of his birth.  All the
rest died on the way, They were stary-
ed and frozen, and they dropped by the
Now, suppose some thonght-
less youth should point to that single
livinge saldior, and that amid the

I onee

not.

them altogether.—

RO wile's gvave noxt be-

onee &

My

| eternal snows of Russin there is no dan-

geer, heeause that man had passed them
and still lived. Liko that single frag-
ment of ghe regiment, do I stand here
a living man.’

The yonth gazed upon the face of the
aged spenker, and new cmotions were
working npon hix featiures,

‘Come, Malcolm, I would show you
one more spot before we go.'

The old man leansd upon Lis staff, and
moved slowly among the graves, and in.
voluntarily did the youth follow. At
length they stopped by a spot where two
graves lay side by side.  The slabs were
of marble, and they glistened brightly in
the moonlight.

Maleolm,’ spoke the sexton, in a deep
whisper, ‘I rememboer woll whon T made
those two graves, There was no sorrow
to fll the graves whioh hore 1 made, for
they who sleep have died amid the sweet
breathings of peace and henor. They
were good virtnous poople, and when
l!u‘y were rone onr townsmen mourned,
for our village had lost two of its most
noble spirits. 0, T love to come and
stand over those graves, for I know that
God smiles upon them, There is no
taint nor dishonor here. Maleolm, do
you know who rest in those two graves?

The youth did not answer, nor did he
raise his head, but with one deep, wild
ery, he sank down, and there he lay
across both the Rraves, “‘Mpmu and sob-
bing likea child. His father and mother
slept there !

L’ur a while the ol man gazed tearful-
Iy npon the seene, and then he took the
youth by the arm and roased him up,

The youth followed his guide out from
the church vard, and aftor the gate was
olowed they pussed on to the street.—
Hero Adam Stanford stopped.

‘Now, Maleolm," he said, ‘you can re-
turn to your companions at the tavern,
but let me pray yon, never use my name
again s yon did this evening. When
von again think of poor Adam Stanford,
think only of what he has tald you in
the church yard; think of what he has
soon and what he has suffered and of
that you may in weloome speak.’

The old man turned partly away, when
Muleolm sprang forward and oxnght him
by the arm,

Unele Adam,” he uttered, in ohoked
and broken accents, ‘0, forgive me for

enp.

You paintod vo me as one who had |all now, T cannot speak, but I

what T have done.  I—I cannot ::l.ldyuu
[

T .
J

to the tavern no more,
you! God bless you!
L] - -

The elock struck nine, and Alice War.
ren folded the hands of her litile boy to-
gether, and bade him say his prayers.—
Her youngest girl was asloep in the ora-
dle.  The first words of the prayer were
uttered—'"Our Father, who art in Heav-
on'—when there came the sound of foot-
steps upon the plank walk in the little
front garden.

“It's papa,’ said the boy, letting his
hands drop upon his Mother's knees, and
bending s ear to listen.  But the moth-
er dared not H}u'n]-l..

At last the doar opened and the hus-
band entered.  Alico cast her eyes trem-
bling up, and saw the big tears that were
rolling down the checks of her beloved.
Tustantly she sprang forward and elaspod
her arms about her hushand's neck.

‘Maleolm!” she oried, what has happen-
ed?  Tell me—0, tell me!’

Muleoln Warren sank into a chair,
and o8 he did so he drew his wife into
his lap.

‘Alico—0, Alice I" he uttersd, sobbing
and weeping as he spoke, ‘oun you for-
give me for all that is pasied?

The gentle wife was bewilidered at
at tirst — nay almost fvightened ; for the
:-x}u‘l'l:!l of her husband was 80 wild and
incoherent, she feared his bruin was
turned,  DBut ere long he spoke again,
and as he spoke he kissed her.  He was
more calin, aud his voice was lowep—
He told where he had been, and he spoke
of the resolutions he had mads. He did
not tell of any trial he was going to
moke, but he told her of the iron will
that had entered his sonl. The night of
hig temptation had passed, and the day
of his salvation had dawned.

A few moments more, and the hus-
band and wife were npon their knees.—
Their emotions were too deep for utter-
ance — too wild and thrilling for speech,
A moment they struggled there, and
then wept in silence.

The httle l!l-}' erept to the I‘]III! and
throw his T.irl_\.' hands about the necks of
his parents, tor even his young soul had
catight the spark of mew life that had
been breathed into existence within his
happy home,

On the next morning, Maleolm War-
ren arose a better and happier man,  He
was ealm wow, and he tolid Alice all that
Lhad !n-q1|..=.Lw--l the wigmht bedore, and whion
pit was all told, i}l-') prayed as redeomoed
souls can pray.

Days, weeks, months passed, and Mal-
eolm Warren oneo the
lhiandd ‘1'Il|l'_\'ulll|1lhulIl.lnI been beloved and
cherianed by honest friends in times gone
by. The flowers of affoction bloomed
agnin abont his hearthstone, and the an-
'_-1'1 --l. Jreaee nil-l j-l'\-' 'Ilmll{‘ a l!i.'lln\‘ |'n‘-
neath his roof,

People wondered, when they noticed
that Adam Btanford went no more to the
tavern; but the story of that night's les-
gon in the village chureli-vard became
generally known, and other men took it
to their heart and ]I!‘uﬁil:ll by it. Tt was
a goud seed sown in a fertile spot, and
the fruit was abundant. The old sexton
never again gave Lis example on the side
of moral ruin, but ta the last day of his
lifo he glorified in the reform he had
helped to work, and the last hours of his
life were cheerad by knowing that some
of the happiest families in the village
blesed him for the joys that dawned upon
them,

. - L
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AS GOOD A5 NEW.

The following has some age but it
“brightons with the lapse of years," We
cut the it from the N. Y. Tribune Aug,
0, 1RLS,
shakespeare Ron Mad—Improvemntson the

Immortal Bard=Colller Behind the Age.

Peter Knight was found wandering in
the Fourteenth Wanl,  The officer could
not determine whether he was intoxica-
tod or crazy, but, as he said ho had no
home, he was taken in  charge as a va-
grant. He bad Deen traversing the
stroets, with folded arms, hl“iil'lg to him-
self in odd bits of plays and poems. e
possessed a facility of quotation equal to
Hichard Swiveller, Eiq's but he was as
reckless about the exactitude of his ex-
tracts, and  jumbled up his anthorities
with as much eonfusion as Captain Cut-
tle himself. He seldom gave a gquotation
right, but would break off in the middle
and substitnte some words of his own, or
dovetailing an irrelevant  plece from
some strange author, ormix wp halfa-
dozen authors with interpolations of his
own, in an inextricable verbal jumble,
Clerk—What's your name?
Prisoner—Tis true, tis pity; pity there
isn't the devil a doubt of it—that's Scott.
Clark—where did yvou get your liguor?
I'risoner—Where the bee sucks, there
siucks Peter Knight sll day. Thon base
inglorions slave, thinks't thon I will re-
veal the noble name of him who gnve me
wine? No, Bir-ee, Bob—that's Beaumont
and Fleicher.

Oficer in o whisper—If you don't tell
you'll go to juil

Prisonor—I do remoember an apothe-
eary and herenhouts he dwells—no he
don't, he lives in the Bowery—Dbut in his
needy shop a codlish hangs, and on his
shelves a beggarly account of mltﬂ. bot-
tles; noting this penury to myself, { said
if any man  did neod a brandy punch,
whoso eale is fifty dollars fine in Gotham,
hare lives a catiff wretch who has proba-
bly plenty of it under the counter.—
Why should I have conoealed my fault?
Wine ho! I eried. The call was answer-
od, 1 have no wine, said but pl

th I; thou invisible spirit of
name,

of whie—. Hilenee! thou
wine,
He

00 we can get thee up no other
why let us call thee gin and sugar.

0, God bless]

NUMBER 3.
_brm_l;j;i the jumumd

’nnipar ina,
phinl, and in the porches o m{n‘.&huﬂ
did pour Udolpho Wolfe's dis t—
Thus was I by a Dutehman’s hand st
onee dispatohed—not drusk nor sober,
sent into this dirty Hegtion Heuse three-
quarters Light, with all my imperfoctions
on my head. The fellow’s name? My
very soul rebels, But wheather is it no-
ble in the mind, to suffer the cuffs and
bruises of this bloody Dutehman, or take
arms against his red haired highness, and
by informing end him? I go and it is
done.  Villain! here's at thy heart! His
name, your Honor, is Bobblesuoffkin in
the Bowery. That's Bhakespeare mixed.

Clerk—have you got a home?

Prisoner—My home is on the deop,
deep sea—that's Plutarch's Lives,

Clerk—ITow do you get your living?

Prisoner—Doubt thou the stars are
fire; doubt that the san doth move; doubt
truth to be a liar, but never doubt that
I'll get a living while tho oyster sloops
don't have but one wate t's
Billy 8. again.

Clerk—Do you pay for your oysters?

Prisoner—Base 18 the slave that pays;
the speed of thought is in my lim
that's Byron.

Clerk—Do you steal them and then
run away?

Prisoner—TI"ve told thee all, I'll tell no
more, though short the story be; let me
go back to where I was before ani I'll
got my living without troubling the Cor-
poration—that’s Tom Moore, altered to
suit eircumstances,

Justice (evidently at a loss, in & whis-
per tomystified elerk)—I think he'serazy,
what do you think its best to do with
him?

Prisoner (overhearing)—Off with his
head; so moch—that's Bhakespeare cur-
tailed.

Justice—Will yon promise to dispense
with the gin and brandy if you are dis-
charged?

Prisoner—Oh, I could be happy with
either were, tother dear charmer bottled
up and the eork put in—that's Dibbin,
with a vengence.

Judge—What do yon suppose will be-
come of you if you go on in this way, liv-
ing as you have done?

Prisoner—Alas, poor Yorick! Peter

I mean. Who knows where he will lay
his bones? Few and short will the

prayers be, and nobody'll feel any sor-
conw; but they T eram him into his elay
cold bed, and bury somebody else on top
of him to-morow; the miuister will come,
put on his robe and read the serviee; the
choir'll sing a hymn; earth to earth, and
dust to gravel, and that'll be the lest of
Peter Knight.

Clork—Toter, we'll have to send you
up for ten days,

Prisoner—Fare thee well, and if for ev-
er all the better. That's Byron, revised
and corrected.

Humor is a perennial source of purity
and  froshness to the mind. It clears
away the eobwebs; it freshens np the sa-
ted edge of appetite; it flows through the
whole being EL a babbling stream, with
verdure always green upon ifs banks
Withont humor, we are cithdr hot si-
moons or arid plains. Your Keats, your
Shelleys burn themselves out for want of
ity your Shakespeares and your Dickenses
are ko irrigated by its delicious coolness,
that they endure green and fresh for

over.

Buusxivg e Tewrren.~A sailor just
off a sproe, joined the sonsof Temperance
in Philadelphia the other day, snd at the
time was indebted to a romseller one
ghilling, Boon after he went to pay oft
the seore, bnt determined not to enter
the honse in which he was robbed, he
got a long pole, attached the money to
the end of it and standing at the outside
of the deor, reached it to the astonished
l\lll}’it'ml.

Punch gives the following as the hotel
lil‘!'pf‘l’; r:;h‘im tolhis son: ‘If l.l}!:‘l‘e'l been
a grand dinner, always get the party to
settle bofore leaving, ’l{an dinner bill,
my #on, is never go severely serutinized
over night, as when n gentleman looks
over it the next morning.’'

A young florist being asked by his
“Mary Ann"” what flower he was most
partial to, pressed her to his vest, and
exclaimed ,‘Give me thee, Polly Ann thos!"
(the polyanthns.) She was soon tvaus-
planted to his-er-flowerpatoh—ah— Lowds-

mille Courter.

When we hear of an old man

ing n young lady, we involmturi]ym
of the exquisitely polite proposition of the
French gentloman to s charming young
miss with whom he was smitten.' 'says
he,T admire youn very much indeed, will yon
do me the honor to become my widow?

A man made his last will and testa-
ment in words few but significant: ‘1
hava nothing, 1 owe nothing, and I give
the rest the poor.

There is a firm doing business in St
{;im:iv]:mdcrtho name of “ Livepoor &
erich.’

undefiled Christians, common
disinterested friends, sound potatoes,
rate butter and rich printers,'

The Chicago Journal ;
lmm. a Vel >' s : -
in vain ]
nary man,’

S )

Soaror.—Unbustled ladies, pure sad

aes T
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